130                         DRAMATIC POEMS.
SCENE II.
Noon.    A Glen on the highest skirts of the woody region of Etna.
EMPEDOCLES.   PAUSANIAS.
The noon is hot.   When we have cross'd the stream,
We shall have left the woody tract, and come
Upon the open shoulder of-the hill.
See how the giant spires of yellow bloom
Of the sun-loving gentian, in the heat,
Are shining on those naked slopes like flame !
Let us rest here; and now, Empedocles,
Pantheia's history!
\_A harp-note Mow is heard.
Empedodes.
Hark ! what sound was that Eose from below?   If it were possible, And we were not so far from human haunt, I should have said that some one touch'd a harp Hark ! there again!